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Cordelia, was an agitation to the old tree in the hedge, so that
in its creaking there arose that plaintive yearnhig of the vege-
table world which comes to us more starkly in the winter than
in the summer.
In the summer when the wind stirs the trees, there is that
rushing, swelling sound of masses of heavy foliage, a sound that
drowns, in its full-bosomed, undulating, ocean-like murmur, the
individual sorrows of trees. But across this leafless unfrequented
field these two evergreens could lift to each other their sub-
human voices and cry their ancient vegetation-cry, clear and
strong; that cry which always seems to come from some under-
world of Being, where tragedy is mitigated by a strange undying
acceptance beyond the comprehension of the troubled hearts of
men and women.
It is on such gusty, early December afternoons, when darkness
falls before people prepare for tea, that the symbolic essence of
rain is most deeply felt. And that they should be realised in
their essential quiddity, these whirling gusts of grey rain tossed
obliquely across the darkening hills, they must not come in a
steady, tropic downpour. Floods of rain destroy the quality and
me significance of rain. Drops they must be, many, many drops;
an infinity of drops if you will; but still numberless separate
drops, grey or brown or whitish-grey, in order that they may re-
tain that rain-smell, rain-taste, rain-secret, which separates rain
from ordinary water.
They were both silent for a space after this embrace, standing
under the Scotch fir, and Mr. Evans thought to himself that the
look he now caught upon her profile was one of the strangest
and most arresting he had ever seen on a human face. And it
was no wonder he felt like this; for her face had caught that
mysterious secret of the rain which very few faces and very
few imaginations are able to catch. But Cordelia's face had
caught it today, and held it there now in all its wild far-hori-
zoned meanings.
There are faces made for moonlight. There are faces created
to respond to the wind. There are faces for sandy deserts, for
lonely seashores, for solitary headlands, for misty dawns, for
frosty midnights. Cordelia's face was jnade for rain. It had
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